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HIS OND SENIOR CLASS DAT By Grace Ellery Chairming

In those days people sat on their doorsteps.

tho train drew near the city

AS Mr. Devlno actually laid nsldo
his paper unfinished and from
a casual observation of somo

passing landmark gave his whole at-
tention to the moving scene outside
the car window.

"There are the falls," he commented
to himself. "H-- that used to be the
last station but one, and the old cross-
ing but they've filled up the pond.
Must be getting pretty near."

He glanced at his watch and felt
to thinking with characteristic energy
what he should say to his son which,
equally characteristically, he had
avoided doing until now. , He never
wasted more time upon any business
transaction than was necessary for Its
successful handling, and Howard and
Howard's affairs, including whatever
foolishness he might ttow have got
Into his head, were merely his next
most pressing piece of business cer-
tainly the business nearest his heart,
but which he could have clone nothing
to advance by fussing over all the way
between Chicago and X .

He had In fact done no fussing at
all since he had read his son's letter,
but he had not been unaware of a
slight, subconscious anxiety, like an
undercurrent, through all his business
hurry since. And ho had had to
hurry, beyond the usual quick de-

spatch of business, to enable him to
snatch this rare holiday for even such
an important event as his son's
senior class day and commencement.

It was a day they had looked for-
ward to for years ever since he had
entered the boy (a little reluctant, for
were not Harvard and Yale moro
sounding names?) nt his own uni-
versity, using he had never told
Howard how much of his glided sub-
stance to secure the very same old
dormitory which ho had occupied In
his student years. On that point of
the university he had shown a singu-
lar obstinacy.

"Vale or Harvard after, for any
special course you like," he had said,
"and Europe after that; I don't pro-
pose to stint you In anything, but
I've set my heart on my only son
taking his degree where his father and
his grandfather did before him. It's a
pood university and our native town.
The accident of your being born and
brought up out West" (like all middle
Westerners, he spoke of Chicago as
"West) "alters nothing. A little puro
New England won't hurt you and
you'll get It double distilled In X .

It hasn't changed any."
Here the speaker had smiled a trifle

grimly, for If he loved tho place with
an ancestral weakness he also pri-

vately despised It as a "back number."
His son also privately thought this
might be other than a recommenda-
tion, but he yielded with n good grace.
What are a few years to youth, with
Its certain hold upon Immortality?

"It's a wonder to me you never go
back for class reunions," he once re-

marked during a vacation as they sat
talking college In the library over
their cigars; and his father had an-
swered with a (dirug:

"Oh, either there's a flurry on the
market or n big case on hand, or
your mother Is wanting to sail for Eu-
rope Just then. We'll como to your
class day," he had added, and they
had both laughed.

Ho was keeping the promise now,
though alone, and thought with a mo-

ment's grave regret of his wife how
much tho day would have meant to
her. Ho could not havo failed to como
If only on her account, and he would
not willingly have done so on his
own; but Howard had triple clinched
tho certainty with that last letter of
his a very bombshell of a letter to
wind up a four years course In which
the boy had run up no debts, got into

no scrnpes, und done, on the whole,
very decently In his classes. Tho
work had always been the very least
consideration In Mr. Devlne'a eyes,
New Englander though he was; he
had seen too much of tho world to
think much of a college preparation
for It; what he had valued for his son
were the "ausoclatlons."

And now ho was suddenly and coolly
Informed that his son had enough of
college that he did not want to go to
Europe, but was bent. Instead, on
going straight Into one of tho big
Itaternal machine shops after a 'brief
holiday (presumably to recruit from
tho exhaustion of scholarships), and
he had presented nt least .six good rea-
sons tor taking this holiday, of nil tho
places In the World, nt Ogunqultt.
Having sent his son back to n New
England nurture, this should have
been to Mr. Devlne grateful evidence
of his accurate Intuitions; Instead of
which he had frowned heavily on rend-
ing tho Ingenuous presentation and
boiled the six reaisons briefly down Into
one, which he as briefly enunciated
"Girl!" as he put tho letter in hla
pocket and promptly dismissed the
matter (save for the subconscious-
ness) to be denlt with on the ground
when face to face with his son.

That this meeting was now Immi-
nent another glance out of the car
window assured him. He had not yet
decided what to say, but well, ho
was not going to havo the boy's future
spoiled by one of the girls he remem-
bered only too well, and who, doubt-
less, had continued her line of suc-
cession the very kind of n girl to
play havoc with an Inexperienced
Western youth. A mass of whilo
marble here hurled arrogantly by tha
window.

"Must be the new court house
quite a structure and Just where we
usyd to go chestnuttlng." muttered tho
traveller, then leaned eagerly forward.
"By Jove! there's the old hill! and
the old church spin !"

A curious look came into the eyes
trained to Impasslveness. He flood
up, like all the passengers, from sheer
force of habit, anil began to worry
down the suit case from the rack,
after the manner of all uneasy Ameri-
cans, never waiting to arrive before
nrrlvlng. Hut that done, he continued,
standing, to gaze with nn eager Intent-rtes- s

at the piled up banks, crowned
with trees and houses, through which
the train huHed, under a street bridge,
nround n curve, nnd Anally Into a long
and dim station, nnd It was not pri-

marily the meeting with his son which
caused IiIh firm hand to tremble
slightly as It grasped the boy's a mo-

ment later outside. Not lightly may
n man step backward thirty years.
Tho first glnnce he gave nt his son
nssured him of one thing, however; It
was "the boy" no longer; the second
thrilled him with lns"tlnctlve pride and
pleasure In the tall, sturdy young fel-

low beside him.
"Not much wrong there," he thought

with anxious reassurance, precisely
because the chap looked suspiciously,
exuberantly well.

With an almost suspicious energy
too, Howard had seized upon his
father and his father's belongings nnd
was piloting both toward a cab when
his father stopped him.

"If you don't mind, Howard, I'd
like to walk get unstlffened and my
bearings at the same time."

His son looked astonished. In his
acquaintance with him his father
never had time to walk, an automobile
run to the speed limit nnd, when dis-

creetly practicable, over, was hts pact'.
"Why, of course," he said. "It's

only ten minutes; you'll find It's the
same old town still," ho ndded

A knot of undergraduates went by.

Itccelvlng no reply ho glanced at
. his comimnlon, ami It was vaguely

brought homo to him that ho was
on tho eve of surprises! thcro was
nn expression on his father's face
new to him as ho Klanced ahout tho
square with Its Impossible monument.

"Samo old spot we used to hold our
Memorial Day orations," ho mur-
mured. "And look hero, Howard! I
was In tho mob of torehllghters when
Ulalnc came out on that old City Hall
pedestal and addressed us. By
George! I can see It all now."

The young man watched with tho
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Indulgent amusement of youth tho
chances In his father's face, and It
changed many times during tho walk.

"Tho dear old hoy must have cared
a lot," ho thought with sympathy; and
was quite nnawaro that a year ago
he would not havo '1ecn sympathetic
at all.

Ho supposed now that their mutual
fondness came hack to ancestral feel-
ings; after all, this was what they
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stood very window."

had really come out of, and that al-

ways counted; ho knew such a lot
of people out West who had never
come out of anything. Still, he was
used to seeing his father a contained,
rather caustic man, with a keen brain
for business which still had kept Its
Intellectual edge moved by quite
other than ancestral matters, If at all.
Moreover, ho had his own reasons for
watching the pater very closely Just
now.

Seen so, the two were curiously like,
yet unlike enough to mark one of
thoso American transitions duo to
geographical Influences. At 00 tho
father was still young, a fact which
his gray hairs only handsomely em-

phasized, and the New England lines
were rounded out than oblit-
erated by Western contacts.

The son suggested n youth who had
como to manhood under larger It
might bo also easier conditions; ho
was taller, ampler and more rlcldy
colored, with a wider, less Intenso
gaze. One guessed that much hnd como
to him ns birthright which tho eldvr
hnd achieved.

All tho way to the hotel tho elder
man continued quietly to note Incon-
spicuous landmarks along the narrow
streets, but they seemed to Interest
him abnormally.

"Actually got a trolley lino up tho
hill," ho frowned nnd smiled. "I re-

member how they talked about It ten
years, while we were laying the whole
West with lines, wonder If they've
got a transfer service yet?"

"Oh, yes," Howard replied, laugh-
ing, "but It's still esteemed n daring
Innovation, they are talking of letter
boxes on tho cars."

"There's the old chop house I dare

pay you've sampled It?" Ho looked to It, and ho continued, without a mis- -

will twinkling eyes at his eon, and
his son twinkled back.

"I dare say I have."
"And upon my word! there's old

mpton walking up tho street exactly
as ho used to at this hour fifty, a
hundred years ago." Ho smiled de-

lightedly. "Well, well! I've been told
If I came hack I'd find tho samo
people doing tho samo thing at tho
samo hour but I didn't bellevo It
Tho West takes that out of me.

"Ah, there's tho old library! In my
day that was tho haunt of all the
pretty Immensely studious Ijt
they were, hut always on this side of
tho building college Hide; we used lo
wonder what they kept on tho shelves
on tho other side."

The little chucklo with which ho
Bald this died suddenly as ho glanced
up nt his son for an answering smile;
the young man was looking distinctly
embarrassed, and an awkward sllenco
succeeded. It was a relief to both

"We in this

rather

girls;

that the hotel obligingly broke It, ob-

truding its brand new bulk.
"You'd like mo to wait for you,

wouldn't you, father?'' the young
man asked courteously, yet he fidgeted
visibly as he asked.

The eldvr man looked up; already
hts thoughts had wandered.

"No; If you don't mind, I'll come
up a 'little later; you must havo
plenty to attend to at your rooms,
nnd tho fact Is, I've a llttlo huslrsess
of my own."

His son ojiened his eyes wide.
'I!iis!ness.' In this town! You are

not thinking of buying a cotton mill,
are you?"

The elder man laughed go.! natur-
ally.

"Never mind what I'm going to
buy; go nnd look after your npread.
I'll turn up presently."

"All right" there was a suspi-

cious nlacrlty In tho assent; "I'd Uko
to mako sure l'renderg-as- t doesn't for-
get tho Ico or something but you
won't lie late?" He turned at tho
door to add mischievously; "Sure you
know the way?"

"Considering I tramped hollows In
It before you were ixirn yes," re-

torted his father. "Trot along, you
only hnve ono senior class day!"

Aparently the reminder hnd boon
heeded, If needed; tho elder man, lis-

tening, heard him take tho stairs in
two plunges, and smiled with grim
symptthy. No; ono had only one
senior class day!

Left to himself, he mado a very to

toilet nnd descended the stairs
with due dignity; nobody could havo
conceived how nenr his son's, for
once, was the heart under the digni-
fied exterior. One had but ono senior
class day!

utslili the hotel ho turned delib-
erately nway front tho college, and as
deliberately choso n street that led
away from the business districts; evi-

dently his business wis of a particu-
lar nature. It was June, growing Into
an irirly dusk, nnd the city of elms
and lawns was busy concealing In that
green cloak a multitude of sins.

As ho, walked, tho quaint beauty of
tho place struck him, although quaint-new- s

was tho last virtue llu ambitions
manufacturing town pretended to or
would hnve been grateful for. It saw
Itself as an Important metropolis; It
looked, to tho outsider, a peaceful, In-

nocent New England scholastic town;
and It was a corrupt llttlo plutocracy,
with a social scale nicely adjusted to
tho number of spindles In its mills.
Moreover, It was n 'bigoted nnd sec-
tarian llttlo city, nnd, by a nnturul
compensation for Its bigotry and slow-
ness, Its university was known for
a very nutomobllo among universities
In tho matter of pace; yet In It tho
man who knew both tho golden West
nnd Harvard had elected to Immolate
his only eon.

And ho knew no repentance even
yot; rather tho ntmosphcro of tho
place was working like yenst within
him, and feelings, dornmnt for thirty
years, wero rising In tho ferment of
spirit. The further ho got away
from the college, tho nearer ho felt

take tf a turning, straight toward tho
goal of a desire which had suddenly
stirred Into being with 'hla thoughtless
little Jest about tho library, nnd
grown Instantly to nn overmastering
Impulse.

It was not far nothing was far In
this town; tin; man from Chicago had
the sense' of a toy village with toy
streets of nn almost Impossible steep-
ness, every ono of them heavily
roofed over with elms or maple. The
queer old wooden houses sat primly
In their detached gardens; many of
them still had the old time dignity of
secluding fences wood or Iron; a few
only of the more pretentious had cast
this decency away, obeying tho mod-
ern tendency to Uvo on tho sidewalk.
And It was June June with the applo
trees still In lato blossom, and tho
pregnant promlso of the hot, thick
New England summer close at hand,
nil unlike the keen torrldlty of tho
West.

"How long ago did I walk here?"
tho Western man asked himself with
amusement.

To play that It all nmuscd him was
a way of keeping the Incident in Us
place, a measure of self-respe- and
he played It diligently at Intervals, for
In his heart he was sharply aware,
of a growing sensation something
which gripped him like a physical
pain or was It n pleasure? Ho
walked on up the street (for now ho
was on tho street), t'olng very slowly
past remembered spots.

I'art of tho way was parked nnd
there were benches; how many sum-
mer evenings like thh' ho had spent
on ono of them trylni: to solve the
problem to call or not to call. Some
of his fellows had no such scruples;
they called seven nights In succession;
tiut he had had en In his youth a
strain of that dignity or caution which
had stood him In such good stead
since; he had never liked to cheapen
himself; three or four times a week,
as ho remembered it, had been about
hlo limit. He smiled again with
amusement of course.

And now as he drew near a certain
stretch of elm shaded walk he walked
slower yet. About here, he told him- -

of
crowd.

self with a smile now positively cyni-
cal, his heart had always begun to
boat faster. Would she It being
June, and a night like this be out
on her doorstop or not? In those
days poople sat on their doorsteps.
And would there bo any one with her

or not?
There was tho house garden for a

moment a positive clutch assailed
him. Ho found himself deliberately
thanking heaven there was no one
on tho steps; but he made that all
right with himself by the Increai-e- l

cynicism of his laugh. Of coiirn'. no
ono would bo there! oven thirty
years ago they would all be nt the
campus.

In tho shadow of the nearest tree
ho stopped nnd leaned ttellberatoly on
the top of tho gate--i- t was the sanw
old gate, ho felt sure; ho touched the
latch wltli his tliigiu It had the
same old squeak. And then for .i
moment he stopped laughing nnd lost
nil regard for hin own opinion.

There wero roses growing against
the fence; there had been roses then.
Casting a quick lot '; around the

street ho leant d over and gath-

ered one a llttlo white blossom
and, taking from his pocket n mas-
sive leather book laid It away among
his business papers. They dealt with
big money affaire those papers. At
that moment, all put together, tln'y
wero not worth to him what the llttlo
rose .had stood for. Tempi passatl!
Oh, days of youth! "Youthful

ho would havo said yesterday
but that was before ho had stood

here, where all at once things which
had been dreams rarely recalled for
years became realities again.

Itealltles! Had there been any
realities in llfo half so real? He had
lived a full man's life, full of stir and
energy und a

life, nnd been largely successful
even by tho American standard. Thcro
was nothing to regret or
bo ashamed of; but how far, seen

now, It had boon from tho life ho
dreamed of In those days, those good
days of his youth.

It had been a fast little collego
town even then; there had been plenty
of things Hint had better not have
happened even In a fast llttlo college
town; hut somehow this house, tho
associations wlhcli surrounded It, the
Influences It shed, all that It stood for
and that emanated from It, had sweet-
ened nnd cleansed the whole for him.
Ho hnd been a better man in that fast
little college town thnn ho had ever
Jioen since. Nobody else might know
It but he knew It himself.

He had been capable of things then
he had never been capable of again.
And all because of what? Ho ac-

knowledged to himself now that all
bin obstinate Insistence In sending
Howard there hnd been duo to this
one thing, flic had seen, uncon-
sciously, his whole college llfo In tho
light of Hint association.

It was for this for tho sako of
something missed out West missed
everywhere since; and ho had never
reflected that this might not come tho
boy's way. He had never even con-
sciously desired It; he had other nnd
dellnlte plans for Howard; ho had
never even realized that tho light
which Illuminated the college streamed
directly from these doorsteps.

And she had trembled on the verge
when they had both trembled on

the verge; the very spot beneath tho
trees, on their walk homo of his class
night, when In the softened tender-
ness of gathered menurles, and
touched with youth's first tragedy
of parting, ho should have spoken.
For ho was going to Europe and then
to Harvard to please his father, ex-

actly as he had planned that his son
should go to Europe and then to Har-
vard to please him.

They had corresponded; he had seen
her, off nnd on, through the Hurvard
years, and always he meant to speak
one day; then came 'his years on tho
plains and In Chicago. He was older,
more cautious; It seemed better to
establish himself first. The business
Instinct which hnd made him a suc-
cess engrossed him; letters grew
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The same swaying festoons Chinese lanterns illuminated the
same happy

senti-
ment,"

other

enterprise,

particularly

fewer, visits rarer nnd
heard of her marriage.

t

And ho had in it forgotten '

had felt when ho heard. The ,'
of a college professor, she h.i i ;

her natural destiny and m...
young professor of Greek ir
leology i man of hH own
tnll, slender hoy, who i n
days 'had the scholar lamp
111 his eyes, and had lwi
uously absent from all tb.
nnd tnlks, those evenings an.'

A knot of undergraduate
on tho other side of the str.
Ing toward the campii., uinl .,

went they sang from sheer
nneo of youth,

"Good night. Good nli;!
loved !" tlielr voices cattle it
back on tho quiet uir.

Good heavens! Did they
still? How many nights 'had
sung that under the window-man-

girls!
On the way Jiaok to the ... .

thought wlrti a whimsical im'
of his son as n sort of ext.
that early self of Jils, He r

thnt he would deal gently w

boy's foolishness It would I., i

m

prohiUdy, merely to get him ..
Time nnd absence, roll... 1

momentary bitterness, cml 1 tffj e

most Images. Probably three tr, n ',s
of Europe would orvo to ol , it rate
four years of X . lie res.. n.
to keep an observant eye up
that evening, but to no" .

sioII it one has but ono seiu.
day.

Then, with only a little I.

his usual dellnltlveness, he .1.

the past und gave himself up t..
student's enjoyment of tho pr
for the college campus n.s.
end of the street before him

The old campus! Want ... 1

uate looks on It unmoved' !

looked no larger than they had
thirty yenrs ago to the inu'
eyes 01 youtn; tne same
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nated the same happy crowd of .ih
beneath, the same half K.red .lur?
only the ciders now had been the j
of day.

There were the girl, in. ti .nj
of them; not so pretty, of e ir-- aj
the girls he remembered, i

pretty to bo safe. He frowned nu.ua
uu he made his way towuid ti. oi.l

dormltvry. No need to d.r. ,i.
his could have gon

to the old room. ' ('

threshold he was teized at om . h!a

son.
"Father! I believe you d 1 . e

your way after all! There or. a 4t
of your old friends 'hvre, and 1 want
to introduce you."

In n moment he was surroun l'd arj
submerged, it was a very ir .ir.l

scene, nn enlarged and enr li.d

copy of the class day spr. ,i )

under the windows, when he pi. - v'.y
made his to oil", there "r "
Hume river of evening su.ts da.n'y
gowns, big hats and fresh f. a.l

to the strains of the sam. ir
collego airs.

In his Interest in the r.t-- i

tentions of Howard's yoii:
the cordial remlnh-eeii- .

ones, ho quite forgot to k ;

servant eye tin soil w '
planned to do. It was h.'

presently hunted him '

rater! there are sw
of yours." ho said hurr.- - d

fluslnd duty of host and
away to another retes-".- l

where two or three young '.

nn older ono were lookm-vi- t.

to the elder one Jits on --

"Hero he Is, Mrs. Thai:!.,
you remember Mrs. Thnclu :

She turned h- four '

looking straight Into the
trf his youth.

Tempi passatl! Tae s;i:i.
Kxvme, ns slim girls
woman; the pretty hair- - m

was gray; but there !

pairs of eyes like that n
world. He stood a ni. iu
silently into them a:--

smiled the i Id smile nd
bands, ns sane and si.h.i
people do In any etrm.t.
he hunted in his in.pwi"'
(Howard should :.ao ptl

but how should Howard
was anything to pupari
trivial phrase with wiu!.
speech she sp. ke wit in it
Ing or triviality.

"How wonderful t. m

after thirty year.-.-" Hi
ously dot.ctcd the ion. '

voice enriched Into the
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